ONCE more a new reign dawned. Lord Palmerston was a
close witness of this decorous sunrise 'in a palace in a
garden.' He was at the first Council in the red saloon at
Kensington and saw his small sovereign, in her new mourn-
ing, colour to the eyes as her old uncles knelt; and on the
next morning he had his first audience at St. James's.
There was an endless line of bishops, and old Lord Hill had
gratified his Queen with the martial intelligence that her
proclamation fell on the anniversary of Vittoria. So she
was Queen Victoria indeed. That evening Lady Cowper
dabbed her eyes at Panshanger and, widowed at last, thought
of a future life. Cowper had failed for months; even
homoeopathy brought no relief; and now, on the second day
of a new reign, " the most benevolent and the kindest of men,
the most strictly just and the most considerate of the feelings
of others " was gone beyond her praises. A brother help-
fully proposed distractions. But Palmerston, her sole dis-
traction, was busy in London impressing a small royal lady,
who fixed him with a slightly prominent stare, laughed at
his jokes till the gums showed, and found him " a clever and
agreeable man," and so " very clear in what he says," He
talked to her at length about Russia and Turkey, ushered
respectful diplomats into a stiff, diminutive presence, sent
her little notes upon how to address them, and watched her
manoeuvre an enormous Sword of State with Melbourne's
assistance above the bowed shoulder of Lord Durham, just
back from St. Petersburg for his G.C.B. His evenings were
no less exhilarating. Once, when royal visitors from
Brussels descended upon Windsor, he spent an entire evening
talking to Uncle Leopold, whilst on an adjacent sofa his
delighted sovereign (with Lord Melbourne in comforting
proximity) assured herself that Aunt Louise " is really an
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